CHAPTER IV
A Whole Year's Holiday
MANYA was sixteen. Gold medal day had come
and Manya's gold medal was the third in the
family. It was June and very hot. Manya, like
all the prize winners, was dressed in black with a
bunch of tea roses in her belt. The crowd pressed
around her congratulating her and shaking hands.
When it was all over, she left the High School for
good, her fingers pressed right on her proud
father's arm.
He had promised her a whole year's holiday.
That was a gift indeed, a year's holiday! Many*
hadn't an idea why she should have it, but her
father thought that as she had been working very
hard and as she had done her work in less time
than other girls, it was only fair that she should
take that delightful way of waiting for her age-